The mojl lamentable Tragedh 

Marric for Iufticc flic is fo imploy d, 

Hcthn keswith lotte in heauen,©rfome where clfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs (lay a time. 

Titus . He doth ire wrong to feed me with delayes, 

.lie diueinto theburning lake below. 

And pull her out of Acaron by thclieeles. 
c Marcus we are but fhrubs, no Cedars we. 

No big- bond- men, framd of the Cyclops fize, 

Butmettal Marcus } QceU to the very backc. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs can beare ; 
Andfith theresno iufticeincarthnor hell, 

We will folicitc hcauen, and moue the Gods, 

To fenddowne Iufticefor to wreakc our wrongs : 

Come to this geare,youare a good Archer Marcus* 

He gitics them the Arrowes. 

A&Iouem , thatsfor you,hcre^ ApeUoncrs, 

A A Martem > thats for my felfc, 

Here boy to Pallas, here to Mercury , 

To Saturninc^Xo Caius t r\ot toSaturnine, 

You were as good to flioote againft the winde. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when I bid, 

Ofmy word, I haue written to effeft, 

Thcres not a God left vnfollicited* 

Marcus Kinfmen, (hoot all your fliafes into the Court, 
We will afflift rhe Emperour in his pride. 

Titus. NowMaiilersdraw,oh well laid Lucius, 

Good boy in Virgoes Up, giucit Pallas. 
cJMarc. My Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Moons, 
Your letter is with Iupiter by this. 

Thus. Ha, ha ,Publius y Publius % what haft thou done ? 

See, fee, thou haft (hot off one of Taurus homes* 

Marcus * This was the fport my Lord, when PubliusL hot, 
The Bull being gald, gauc Aries fuch a knocke, 

T hat dowpcfdl both the Rams homes in the Co urc, 

And 


suin'* 


of Tim Andronicusi 

A nd who fhould finde them but the Emptefle villaine ; 

She laught, and told the Moore he fhould not choofe 

But eiuc them to his maiftcr fora prefent* . 

Titus* Why there it goes, God giueyourLordftiip joy. 

Enter the Qownt with a basket and two P legions in it 4 

Titus. Newe?,newes fromheauen, 

Marcus the poaft is come* 

Sirra what tydings, haue you any letters ? 

Shall 1 haue iuflice, what faics Iupiter ? 

Clovwe. HotheLbbctmaker, hee fayes that he hath ta- 
ken them dow neagainc/cr the man muft not be hangd till 
the next weeke. 

Titus. But what faics Jupiter T asfee thee ? 

CUwne _ Alas fir 1 know not Iupiter *, 

I ncucr dranke with him in all my life.’ 

T \ttis. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clown e. 1 cfmy pidgions fir, nothing els. 

Titus. Why, didft thou not come from heauen? 

Clcmie. FromheauenJ alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I (hould be fo bold, to prefle to heauen in my 
youngdayes 

Why I am geing with my pidgions to the tribunall Plebs,to 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt my Vncle,andone of 
theEmperiallsmen. 

Marcus. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to feme for your 
Oration, and let him deliuerthe pidgions to the Emperour 
from you. 

Tnus. Tellmeecan youdeliueran Oration to the Em- 
perour wich a grace? 

Clowne. Naytruelyfir, I could neu^ fay grace in all my 
life. 

Titus. Sirra come hither, make no more adoe, 

H But 

* 

* 
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